THE   GREEN   EDGE    OF   ASIA

the faces of the male characters and the intonations
were different from anything that I had seen. Some
faces were beautiful, some were grotesque, but all
were immobile behind surfaces of dead white. The
women's faces were untouched by any mark or any
expression; the men's were frightful with scarlet or
black designs; with black or fiery beards three feet
long, and with head-dresses trembling and huge.
Hoarse voices, nasal wails, and slow perfunctory
gestures and movements, despite their symbolized
significance to a Chinese, deprived the action of
almost any semblance of ordinary humanity by which
I might have understood something of its subject.
Moreover it was, for all that I knew, the first, the
second, or the third act of the play. But the memory
persisted.

On the right of the stage a figure appeared, standing
on a chair behind a cloth hung between two poles.
He was hailed by a figure advancing against him; a
little conversation took place, each bawling at the
top of his voice; then the cloth was lifted, and the
figure passed through. The incident was repeated
twice; but on the last occasion the parleying took
place with the advancing warrior supported by a
squad of pikemen, and the guardian of the gate
standing with other soldiers behind an embattled
rampart. There proceeded long argument, liberally
interspersed with comic "business." Finally the would-